ThcTragedic of 

Yeelde ftinging'nettles to mine enemies: 

And whenthiy from thy bofome pluck a flower, 

Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder 
Whofc double tongue may with a mortal touch. 

Throw death vpon thy foueraignes enemies: 

Mock not my fenedes conjuration Lords, 

This earth fhal hauca feeling and thefeftones 
Proouc armed fouldicrs ere her natiue.King, 

ShaUfanlter vnderfoule rebellions acmes. 

Cur/. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you kinr 
Hath power lokeepeyoukinginfpightofa!, 

The meancsthat heauens yecld muft be imbrac't 
And not ncglcded . Elfe heauen would. 

And we wil not, heauens offer, we refufe 
The profered mcanes of factors and redrefle. 

Aum He meanes my Lorthat we are too remifle 
Whilft Bullingbrooke through our (ccuritic, 

Growes ftrong and great in fubftancc and in power . 

King Dilcomfortable Coofen, knowft thou not. 

That when the fearching cie of heauen is hid 
Behind the globe antilights the lower world 
Then thceucs and robbers range abroad vnfccne, 

In murthcr* and in outrage bloudy here. 

But when from vnder his rcrreftriall ball. 

He fires the proude tops of the cafternc pines, 

And darteshis light through euery guilty hole 
Then snurthers, treafons, and detefted finnes. 

The cloak of night being pluckt from off their backs, 
Stand bareand naked trembling fttthcmfefues* 

So when this thiefe.this traitour Bullingbrooke 
Who all this while hath reueld in the night 
Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs rifing in our throne the cad 
His treafons will fit blufhing in bis face. 

Not able to endure the fight of day, 

But fclfe affrighted, trembled at his finne, 

Notalthe water in the rough rude fca, 

Can walb the balrac off from an aonoioted King, 
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ting Richard the fecond. 

The breath of worldly men cannot depofe. 

The deputy defied by the Lord, 

For euery man that Bullingbrooke hath preft. 

To lift fhrewd fteele againft our golden crown e, 

God for his Ric : hath in fieauenly pay, 

A glorious Angels then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fal.for heauen ftil gardes the right. 

Enter Salisb, 

King Welcome my Lo: how far off lies yourpower? 
Salif. Nor nerc nor farther off my gracious Lo. 

Than this weake arrae; Difcomforte guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeakc of nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late I fearc nsc noble Lo: 

Hath clouded al thy happy daics on earth, 

O call backe yefterday, bid time returne, 

Aud thou fhalt haue twcluc thoufand fighting men. 

To day, to dav, vnhappie day, too late , 

Overthrow es thy ioyes frindcs, fortune and thy ftate. 

For al the Welshmen hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke, difperft and fled. 

Aunt Comfort my liege, why lookes your grace fo pale. 
King But now the 6loud of 20000. men 
Did triumph in my face, and they arc fled: 

And til fo much blond thither come againe, 

Haue I not rcafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foulcs that wilbe fafe.flic from my fide. 

For time hath feta blot vpon my pride. 

Aum Comfort my liege remember who you are. 

King I had forgot my felfc. am I not King* 

Awake thou coward, Maiefty thou fleepeft. 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names? . 

Arme arme, my name a puny fubieft ftrikes 
At th y great gloi ie, looke not to the ground. 

Ye fauourites of a King, are we not high? 

Hi gh be our thoughts ,1 know my V nckle Yorke 
Hath power enough to feme our turnc:but who corns h ere? 

Enter Scraope. 

Scr . More health and happines betide my liege, 
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